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the year, and Cassius had been enraged that Brutus should
be city prsetor, while he was second in rank. Without feeling
jealous of Brutus, he felt insulted by Caesar; and the rankling
of that insult had made him discover the necessity of removing
Caesar. If the Parthians were to be compelled to deliver
up their thousands of Roman prisoners, who could better
command the army than Cassius who had held the eastern
frontier for years? Cassius would have accepted, however
angrily, the insult of being turned down by the Senate; but
to be turned down and supplanted by Caesar was different.
The anger that emerged was robbed of egoism. The out-
raged self found its pain to be identical with the pain of the
community. To hell with those who would call it thwarted
ambition!

TREBONIUS and Decimus Brutus halted to exchange a few
words beside a lisping fountain. They wanted to babble out
their hopes and fears, their plans and irresolutions; but
though no one seemed near, they did not speak a word of
what was seething in their heads. Decimus asked politely
about the health of the mother of Trebonius. Her asthma
was better* Very good news. Why not try a concoction of
black-currants, syrup, and mint? That was a family recipe.

Trebonius assured him that he would suggest it to his
mother, but knew he would do no such thing. For she was
a very strong-willed old lady, and had her own ideas. She
insisted that the smoke of burnt parsley roots eased her,
though it did nothing of the sort; and after she had inhaled
she would choke herself rather than admit the truth,

Decimus listened distractedly to the thanks of Trebonius.
His thoughts had turned to his own mother, Sempronia.
Dead she was; that vivid face closed in death, masked with
greeny pallor; those restless hands laid out straight; fiat
hands, hands that had clawed for life in the death-throes.
Furiously she had died, throwing off the bed-clothes, shame-
lessly imploring the doctors to put one of the bed-slaves to
bed with her. She had declared that only one thing could
keep her alive; she would never die if there was someone
embracing her.* She had said it all in front of Decimus;
and he had blushed, and she had raved at him. A fearful